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like women ? " he cried. Tears broke his voice, his livid
cheeks quivered with his agitation. " What are you standing
for, sons of the Don ? They're shooting your fathers ancjj
grandfathers. They're taking away your possessions. The
Jewish commissars are jeering at our faith, and you're
chewing sunflower seeds and playing cards. You're waiting
till the Russian noose tightens round our throats. AlT
Yelansk district from small to great has risen. They've
driven the Reds out of Vieshenska, and you. . . . Have you
got peasants' kvass instead of cossack blood in your veins ?
Rise 1 Get your arms ! Krivsky village has sent us to raise
your village. To horse, cossacks, before it's too late ! "
He fixed his frenzied eyes on the face of one elderly acquaint-
ance, and shouted with great scorn: " What are you
standing there for, Siemion Christoforovich ? The Reds cut
down your son at Filonovo, and you're saving yourself on
the stove ! "
Gregor did not stay to hear more.  He ran towards the
yard.  Tearing his nails till they bled, he dug his saddle out *
of the dung-blocks, saddled his horse, brought it at a run
out of the chaff-shed, and flew through the gate as though
possessed.
" I'm off! God be with you ! " he managed to shout to
his friend and, bending over the saddle-bow right against
his horse's neck, lashing the animal with his whip, he put
it into a gallop. The snowy dust settled again behind him,
his legs rubbed against the saddle, the stirrups clattered
loosely against his boots. He felt such a tremendous,
ferocious gladness, such an influx of strength and resolution
that, despite himself, a whistling rattle burst from his^
throat. His imprisoned, secret feelings were released within *t
him. Now it seemed at last that his road henceforth was
clear, as clear as a moonlit track.
During the exhausting days when he had been hiding like
an animal in the dung-blocks and starting at every sound
and voice outside, he had weighed and decided everything.
It was as though those days of search for the truth, those
hesitations, those transitions and painful inward struggles
had never been. Like the shadow of a cloud they had
passed, and now his searchings seemed aimless and empty, -i
What had there been to think about ? Why had his spirit
tossed like a hunted wolf in search of a way of escape, of a ,